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Like feeble age he reeieth from the day, 

The eyes(fore dutiotis)now conuertcd are 
From his low tra&and looke an other way: 

So thou, thy felfe out-going in thy noons 
Vniok’d on dieft vnletie thou get a fonne, 
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M Vfick to heare.why hear’ft thou mufick fadly. 

Sweets with fweets warre not , ioy delights in ioy:. 
Why Iou’ft thou that which thou receauft not gladly. 

Or elfe retcau ft with pleafure thine annoy ? 

If the true concord of well tuned founds, 

By vnions married do offend ihine eare. 

They do but fweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In fingleneffe the parts that thou fhould ftbeare,*- 
Marke how one firing fweet husband to an other. 

Strikes each in each by mutuall ordering; 

Refembling ficr.and child, and happy mother. 

Who all in one, one plcafing note do fing:. 

Whofe fpeechleffe fong being many, feemin^ one. 

Sings this to thee thou fingle wilt proue none. 
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I S it for feare to wet a widdowes eye. 

That thou confum’ft thy folfe in fingle life?’ 

Ahjif thou iffuleffe fhalt hap to die, 

The world will waile thee like a makcleffe wife. 

The world wilbe thy widdow and ftill weepe, 

That thou no forme of thee haft left behind , 

When euery priuat widdow well may keepe. 

By childrens eyes, her husbands fhape in minde: 

Looke what an vnthrift in the world doth fpend 
Shifts but his place,for ftill the world inioyes it 
But beauties waftei hath in the world an end. 

And kept vnvfde the vfer fo deftroyes it: 

No Ioue toward others in that bofome fits 
That on himfelfefuch murdrous fliame commits. 
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F Orfhame deny that thot bear’ft loueto any 
Who for thy felfe art fo vnprouident 
Graunt if thou wilt, thou art belou’d of many? 

But that thou none louft is moft euident: 

For thou art fo poffeft with murdrous hate, 

That gainftthy felfe thou ftickft not to confpire* 

Seeking that bed utious roofe to ruinate 
Which to repaire fhould be thy chiefe defirc : 

O change thy thought, that I may change my minde. 

Shall hate be fairer log’d then gentle loue? 

Be as thy prefence is graci ous and kind. 

Or to thy felfe at leaft kind harted proue. 

Make thee an other felfe for Ioue of me. 

That beauty flill may liue in thine or thee, 
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A S fattas thou fhalt wane fo faft thou grow’ft* 

In one of thine,from that which thou departed. 

And that frelh bloud which yongly thou beftow’ft, 

Thou maift call thine, when thou from youth conuerteft. 
Herein lines wifdome,beauty,and increafe. 

Without this follie,age,and could decay. 

If all were minded fo,the times fhould ceafe, 

And thrcefcooreyearc would make the world away: 

Let thofe whom nature hath not made for ftore, 
Harfh,featureleffe,and rude , barrenly perrifh, 

Looke whom flie beft indow*d 5 fhc gaue the more; 

Which bountious guife thou fhouldft in bounty chernfh. 
She caru’d thee for her fcale 3 and ment therby. 

Thou fhouldft print more,not let that coppy die* 
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Hen I doe count the clock that tels the time. 

And fee the braue day funck in hidious night. 
When 1 behold the violet paft prime. 

And fable curls or filuerd ore with white : 

When lofty trees I fee barren ofleaues, ■ >i . , i 

Which erft from heat did canopie the herd 

And 





